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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

JOY 

Let a joy keep you. 
Reach out your hands 
And take it when it runs by, 
As the Apache dancer 
Clutches his woman. 
I have seen them 
Live long and laugh loud, 
Sent on singing, singing, 
Smashed to the heart 
Under the ribs 
With a terrible love. 
Joy always, 
Joy everywhere — 
Let joy kill you! 
Keep away from the little deaths. 

THE GREAT HUNT 

I can not tell you now; 

When the wind's drive and whirl 

Blow me along no longer, 

And the wind's a whisper at last — 

Maybe I'll tell you then — 

some other time. 

When the rose's flash to the sunset 
Reels to the wrack and the twist, 
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The Great Hunt 

And the rose is a red bygone, 
When the face I love is going 
And the gate to the end shall clang, 
And it's no use to beckon or say, "So long" — 
Maybe I'll tell you then — 

some other time. 

I never knew any more beautiful than you: 
I have hunted you under my thoughts, 
I have broken down under the wind 
And into the roses looking for you. 
I shall never find any 

greater than you. 

DAYS 

I will keep you and bring hands to hold you against a 

great hunger. 
I will run a spear in you for a great gladness to die with. 
I will stab you between the ribs of the left side with a great 

love worth remembering. 

HANDFULS 

Blossoms of babies 
Blinking their stories 
Come soft 
On the dusk and the babble; 
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